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and doing their best to shout down the noise of the
orchestrions. All this mixed confusedly with the mani-
fold movements and clamours of the crowd, drunken
with the cheap intoxication of the brass band, the
flashing lights, and its own warm tumultuousness.
Now that I had been awakened, I was able to enter into
the life of these others, to share in the ardours of the
great city, in its riot of Sunday amusement, its animal-
like and nevertheless healthy and impulsive enjoyments.
Through my contact with this tumultuous life, with
these hot and passionate bodies, some of their fervour was
transmitted to myself. My nerves were toned up by the
acrid aroma; my senses wantoned amid the tumult; I had
that intangible but sensuous ecstasy which is inseparable
from every strong pleasure. Never before, perhaps, had
I thus been in touch with the crowd, had I thus grasped
humanity-at-large as a massed power from which
pleasure could flow into my own separate personality.
The barriers had been broken down, so that my own
individual circulation was now connected up with the
blood current of this wider world. I was seized with a
new longing to overthrow the last obstacles between
myself and this wider life; I was filled with an ardent
desire for conjugation with this warm and strange and
teeming humanity. With a man's lust I lusted after the
flesh of this titanic body; and with a woman's lust I was
ready to accept all its caresses and to respond to its
every lure. Yes, at length I realized it, I loved and I
longed to be loved as when I had been a boy first grow-
ing into manhood. I craved for life; for union with the
laughing and breathing passion of these others, to be
bone of their bone and flesh of their flesh. Enough to be
small and nameless in the medley, an infusorian in the
slime of the world, one tiny fragment of vigorous life
among the myriads. Enough, so long as I was in and of
that life, moving with others in the circle, no longer shot
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